THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
somewhat acidly at his (or her) neighbour, who has
tone one better than him (or her) in the matter of
gure. This one is in black lace, cut very low at the
back, and as he (or she) crosses his (or her) legs, one
has a glimpse of a slender ankle and a diamond
buckle, which is evidently coveted by the next
anomaly, for he (or she) grabs at it with an almost
masculine gesture.
However, such lapses from the ladylike are not
tolerated in this sisterhood, and a sharp slap reminds
him (or her) of his (or her) indiscretion. So he (or
she) turns away, disgruntled, and as he (or she) does
so I catch a glimpse of his (or her) neighbour. For
this one I feel a certain pity. His (or her) frock is not
so obviously Chanel as the others. It is rather shabby
and old-fashioned, and the cloak which is drawn
round his (or her) shoulders looks as if it had been
manufactured out of an old red blanket.
The automatic piano begins to play, and in a
moment the dance-floor is crowded. But not too
crowded for an immense coloured man, with the
glitter of gold in his teeth, to push across the room,
advance to the table of the Persons (it seems the only
word which will fit them), and ask the prettiest of
them to dance. The person blushes, rises to its feet,
and puts a white, timid hand on to the massive
shoulder. And in a moment they are whirling round
the room together, locked close, dancing with a
natural grace which a great many professionals
might envy.
I feel like saying to my companion, 'This is the
weirdest thing I have ever seen/ but I restrain my-
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